BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
been of long duration; but he bequeathed him only two
hundred pounds, \vhich was the legacy given to each of his
executors. I could not but be somewhat diverted by hearing
Johnson talk in a pompous manner of his new office, and
particularly of the concerns of the brewery, which it was at
last resolved should be sold. Lord Lucan tells a very good
story, which, if not precisely exact, is certainly character-
istical: that when the sale of Thrale's brewery was going
forward, Johnson appeared bustling about, with an ink-horn
and pen in his button-hole, like an excise-man; and on being
asked what he really considered to be the value of the pro-
perty which was to be disposed of, answered, 'We are not
here to sell a parcel of boilers and vats, but the potentiality
of growing rich, beyond the dreams of avarice.'
On Friday, April 13, being Good-Friday, I went to St
Clement's church with him, as usual. There I saw again his
old fellow-collegian, Edwards, to whom I said, 'I think, Sir,
Dr Johnson and you meet only at Church/ - 'Sir, (said he,)
it is the best place we can meet in, except Heaven, and I hope
we shall meet there too.5 Dr Johnson told me, that there was
very little communication between Edwards and him, after
their unexpected renewal of acquaintance. TSut, (said he,
smiling), he met me once, and said, "I am told you have writ-
ten a very pretty book called The Rambler" I was unwilling
that he should leave the world in total darkness, and sent him
a set.'
On Friday, April 20,1 spent with him one of the happiest
days that I remember to have enjoyed in the whole course
of my life. Mrs Garrick, whose ^rief for the loss of her hus-
band was, I believe, as sincere as wounded affection and ad-
miration could produce, had this day, for the first time since
his death, a select party of his friends to dine with her.3
The company was Miss Hannah More, who lived with her,
and whom she called her Chaplain; Mrs [Frances] Boscawen,
[widow of Admiral the Hon. Edward Boscawen], Mrs Eliza-
beth Carter, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dr Burney, Dr Johnson,
and myself. We found ourselves very elegantly entertained
at her house in the Adelphi, where I have passed many a
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